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What else can I tell you that is odd ?

I wish you could see my passage sometimes.
The other day when I set off to pay George a
visit I could not help thinking how strange it
would have seemed at home.    It was a rainy
day, so all the servants were at home.    The
two tailors were sitting in one window, making
a new  gown  for me, and Kosina by  them
chopping up  her  betel-nut;   at  the opposite
window   were   rny two   Dacca  embroiderers
working at a large frame, and the sentry, in an
ecstasy of  admiration,  mounting  guard  over
them.    There was the bearer standing upright,
in a sweet sleep, pulling away at my punkah.
My own five servants were sitting in a circle,
with an English spelling book, which they were
learning by heart; and my jemadar, who, out of
compliment to me, has  taken to  draw, was
sketching a bird.    Chance's servant was wait-
ing at the end of the passage for his  c little
excellency' to go out walking, and a Chinese
was waiting with some rolls of satin that he
had brought to show.    All these were in livery,
except the Chinese and another man, who had
on a green and silver cap instead of a red and
gold turban, and as I came out he flung himself